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- Inferwoven with this fine, grip-
- ping story of a splendid girl
and a real Man —one of the most
charming love stories of recent
years — are the author’s views of
some of the problems of Society.
Divorce, gambling, marital un-

_happiness, are here treated as
they enter into the lives of men
and women possessed of wealth

- and social position. If the writer

seems harsh in his characteriza-

tion of the older members of the

" “smart set,” he is tender and
hopeful in his views of the
incoming generation. In the
“younger set,”” according to him,
lies certain hope of regeneration
of the wealthy and fashionable
world. As he sees those who
will sit on the thrones of power,
their hands are clean, -their
hearts are pure, their ideas and
aspirations are worthy. When
they shall take their mature
places in Society’s ranks, it will

ire a new fone and o better
and worthier view of life and its
problems and responsibilities

did you?
“No, sir”
“Never heard any-

thing definite about his |
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seemed to cease as the man in waiting pare to receive Infantry—and doggery,

admitted bim, but before he could
. make an Inquiry or produce.a card

bedlam Hself apparently broke loose

somewhere in the immediate upper stepped forward and dragged several |

Itoo!” he added, backing away. “No
| quarter! Remember the Alamo!”

{ The small boy with the blond hair

definition—-through which the morti- shins

fied man at the door strove to make
himself heard; “Beg pardon, sir; it's
the children broke loose an’ runniw’
wild- —

“The what?™

His veolce was lost in the yelling dis-

legal measures to free himself, as you
or I or anybody with an ounce of tem-
per in 'em would have done? No, be
,didn’t. That infernal Selwyn con-
| selence began to get busy, making
| him believe that if a woman kicks
| over the traces it must be becausé of
| some occult shortcoming on his part.
{In some way or other that man per-
|suaded himself of his responsibility
| for her misbehavior. He knew what |
(It meant If he didn't ask the law to
{aild him to get rid of her. He knew
| perfectly well that his silence meant
| acknowledgment of culpability, that
{ be couldn’t remain in the service un-
| der such suspicion.

“And now, Gerald,” continued Aus-
| tin, striking his broad palm with ex-
| tended forefinger and leaning heavily
}forward. “I'll tell you what sort of a
man Philip Selwyn is. He permitted |
| Alixe to sue him for absolute divoree, |
| and, to give her every chance to marry |
lRuthven. he refused to defend the |
suit. That sort of chivalry is very |
| pleturesque, uo doubt, but it cost him |
| his career—set him adrift at thirty- |
| five, 2 man branded as having been @l |
1vorced from his wife for cause, with |
no profession left him, no businesa, |
not much money—a man in the prime |
| of life and hope and ambition, clean in 1
| thought and deed, an upright, just, |
| generous, sensitive man, whose whaole
career has been blasted because bel

)

|
|

; was too mereiful, too generous to throw |

| the blame where it belonged. And it |
; belongs on the shoulders of that Mrg |
Jack Ruthven—Alixe Rnthve_n—wholol
name you may see in the columns of |
any paper that truckles to the sort of ‘t
| soclety she figures In. I meant you to |
understand that Selwyn is every inch |
| a man, and when you have the honow |
! to meet him keep that fact In the back |

trouble?’ Insisted Ge- |

rard.
“Oh, yes, sir!” replied young Erroil.

“I've heard a good deal about it. Ev- |

erybody has, you know.”

“Well, I don’t know,” retorted Austin |

Gerard irritably, “what ‘everybody’
has heard, but I suppese it's the usual

garbled version made up of distorted |

fact and malicious gossip. That's why
I sent for you. Sit down.”

Gerald Erroll seated himself on the
edge of the big, polished table in Aus- |

Hn

private office, one leg swinging,
an unlighted cigarette between his lips.

Austin Gerard, his late guardian, big,
florid, with that peculiar blue eye which

eeems to characterize hasty temper.:

stood by the window, tossing up and
catching the glittering gold piece—
souvenir of the directors’ meeting
which he had just left.

|

|

“What has happened,” be said. *is

this. Captain Selwyn is back in town

—sent up his card to me, but they told |

him I was attending a directors’ meet-

ing. When the meeting was over I |
found his card and a message scrib- |

" bled, saying be'd rcently landed and
was going uptow:

to call on Nina.

She’ll keep him there, of course, until |

I get home, so 1 shall see him this

evening. Now, before you meet him |

I want you to plainly understand the
truth about this unfortunate affair,

and that’s why [ telephoned your gim- |

let eyed friend Neergard just now to

let you come around here for half an |

hour.
“In the first place, Captaln Selwyn is
my brother-indaw — which wouldn’t

make an atom of difference to me In |
my judgment of what has happened |
4f he had been at fault. But the facts |
He held up an |

of the case are these.”
impressive forefinger and laid it flat

" across the large, ruddy palm of the

other hand. “First of all, he married a
<cat! C-a-t, cat. Is that clear, Gerald?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Good!
‘“fed him out there in Manila I've

Gerald Erroll seated himself on the edgs

\ Never mind that now. What
I svant td know 18 how he behaved—
whdt quiet dignity, steady pa-

and sweet femper under -con-

stant provocation and mortification he
himself. Then that fellow

thry turned up—and=—Selwyn 1Is
sort of suspiclop. Besides,

What sort of a dance she |

of your head among the few brains |
with which Providence has equipped |
you.”

“Thanks,” said Gerald, coloring up.
He cast his cigarette into the empty
| fireplace, slid off the edge of the table
and picked up his hat. Austin eyed |
him without particular approval.
| “You buy too many clothes,” he ob-
| served. “That's a new suit, isn't {t? |

“Certainly,” sald Gerald. *T needed |
lt."

“Oh, if you can afford it, all right! |
How's the nimble Mr. Neergard? 3
“Neergard- Is flourishing. e pat
through that Rose Valley deal. I teM |
you what, Austin, I wish you could gee |
your way clear to finance one or two™— |

Austin’s frown cut him short. |

“Oh, all right! You know your ownan
| business, of course,” said the boy, a

little resentfully. “Only as Fane, I7 "~ |
| mon & Co. have thought It worth |

while”— !

“I don’t care what Fane-Harmon
| think,” grcwled Austin, touching a |

button over his desk. His stenogra- |

pher entered. He nodded a curt dis- |
missal to Gerald, adding as the boy |
reached the door:

| “Your sirter expects you to be om |
| hand tonight, and so do we.” |
| Gerald halted. ‘
| “I'd clean forgotten” he began. *I |
made another—a rather important en- |
| gagement”— :
| But Austin was not listening—in faet, |
| he had already begun to dictate to his |
? demure sterographer, and Gerald stoed |
{ 2 moment, hesitating, then turned oa |
| his heel and went away down the re-
 sounding marble corridor.
| “They. never let me alone,” he mut-
| tered. “They’'re always at me—follow-
ing me up as though I were a scheol-
boy. Austin’s the worst—never satis-
fledd What do I care for all these
functions—eitting around with the
younger set and keeping the cradle of |
conversation rocking? 1 won't go te |
thet infernal baby show™ & T

He entered the elevator and shod
down to the great rotunda, still scowl-
ing over his grievance, for he had
made arrangements to join a eard par
ty at Jullus Neergard'z rooms that
night, and be had no intentipn of fore-
going that pleasure (just because bis

-

'gambling

!A picture of New York so-
'ciety in which the evils of
and divorce are
strikingly exposed. With a
‘divorced wife on one side
‘and a beautiful young wo-
| yare graces on the
‘other, Philip ‘Selwyn, whose
‘conscience forbids the
theught of marrying again, |

man of

et
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Author of ““The

The most popular
writer in the coun-
try has improved
upon his own very
popular “Fighting
Chance"—New York,
World.

'by his honorable and self sacrificing course endears
‘hinself to every reader.

IIll-nstvat:mn.s by Ryder, Parker and Henderson

ROBERT W. CHAMBERS

Younger Set>

Teolling sitories is an amazing knack with Robert W. Cham-
bers.—New York Sun.

“The Younger Set,” characterized by rcaders and critics as
better than the author’s greatest previous success “The
Fighting Chance,” has been secured for our columns. Il
lustrations by Ryder, Parker and Henderson.

Mot a page that is dull nor a paragraph that anyone can afford
#o skip.—St. Paul Pioneer Press.

sistpr's fiesd gwowrnup dinner party was
fised for the same date
L ] . @ 3 El

dhemnwhbile Oeptain Selwyn was
sauntering along Fifth avenue under |
the leafless twees, scanning the houses |
of the rieh and great across the way, |
and these new houses of the rich and |
geest stared back at him ,out of a

. L4

sonance deseending crescendo from

floor to, floor. Then an avalanche of
children ‘and dogs poured down the
hall stairs in pursuit of a rumpled and
bored c¢at, tumbling . with yelps and
cheéers and thuds among the thick
rugs on the floor.

Here the cat turned and soundly

 cuffed a pair of fat beagle puppies,

| who shrieked and fled, burrowing for

'a small bog, blond hair in disorder. |

casements as polished and
axpeassionless 28 the monocles of the

And, stroliing at leisure in the pleas-

whea perplexed, he slewly
his hand to his mustache, and

his pleasant gray eyes, still slightly
Moedshot frem the glare of the tropics, |
narvewed as he inspected this unfamil- |
1

Fhe house was a hig, elaborate lime- |
sbohe affair, evidently new. Winter

safety into the yelling heap ,of chil-
dren and dogs on the floor. Above
this heap legs, arms and the tails of
dogs waved wildly for a moment, ther

Bedlam #tself apparently broke loose.

‘ntigmedtohhkneesand.letunz

tseas flanking the ornate portal, mea-
ger.yegetation compared to what he had
been accustomed to for 80 many years.

$obody eamne. Ooce or twice he fan-

/

bollowed hand te cheek, shouted: “Hi,
forrard! Harkaway, forrard! Take
um.'lhr! Now, Tatters! After him,
Owney!” Get on, there, Schnitzel!
Worry him, Stinger! Tally-ho-o!”

At whieh encouraging invitatios the
two fat beagle pups, &8 waddling dachs-
hund, 8 cocker and an Irish terrier
flew at Belwya's nicely creased trou-
sers, and the smsall boy, rising to his
feet, became aware of that astonished

r

| wInhis is the Shallowbrook hunt.” he

(explalped. “I am master of hounds;
| my sister Drina, there, is one of the

| whips. Part of the game is to all fall |

| down togethir and pretend we've come
| eroppers. You see, don't you?

x' “l see,” nodded Selwyn. “It's a
| pretty stiff hunting country, isn’t it?”

| “Yes, it is. There's wire, you know,”
| volunteered the girl, Drina, rubbing
 the bruises on her plump shins. “Kit-
| Ki makes a pretty good fox, only she

the white cu of 8
youthful face haif buried in a mnff,
Mortified. he got to his feet, glanced
{ out into the hallway and began adjusts
| Ing his attire.
“No, you don’t”” he said mildly. *Ti
| decline to perform again. If you want
| any more wriggling you must accom~
plish it yourselves. Drina, has your

| governess—by any unfortunate chaned
| —er—red hatr? . #
“No,” said the child, “and won't you
| please crawl across the floor and bole
| me—just once more?”
| “Bolo me!” insisted Billy.
! been mangled yet!

“Let Billy assassinate somebody
 himself. And, by the way, Drina, are
there any maids or nurses or servants °

“I havem't

}isn’t enough afraid of us to run away |

:,very fast. Won’t you sit down? Our
| mother is not at home, but we are.”

|
| “Would you really like to have me |

stay 7' asked Selwyn.

“Well,” admitted Drina frankly, “of

| course we can’t tell yet how interest-
;lng you are because we don't know
| you. We are trying to be polite®*—and,

|in a fierce whisper, turning on the

| smaller of the boys—“Winthrop, take |
| your finger out of your mouth and stop |
| staring at guests! Billy, you make him |

; behave himself.”

| The blond haired M. F. H. reached |
| for his younger brother. The infant

| culprit avoided him and sullenly with-

| drew the sucked finger, but not 1fis fas-

| clnated gaze.

*“{ want to know who he ith,” he

| lisped In a loud aside.

“So do L,” admitted a tiny mald in

| stick-out skirts.

| “Well” sald Selwyn, “ss a matter of |

| fact and record, I am a sort of rela-

Looked around ai the rustle of skirts.

|in this remarkable house who oces=
sionally wedr copper tinted hair and
black fox furs?’

| tive of yours, a species of avuncular

pelation.”
| “What is that?’ asked Drina coldly.

“That” sald Selwyn, “means that

; Pm more or less of an uncle to you.

| Hope you don’t mind. You don’t hawe

! to entertaln me, you know.”
“An uncle? repeated Drina.
“Our uncle?’ echoed Billy. “You are

| not our soldier uncle, are you? You

| are not our Uncle Philip, are you?

“It amounts to that,” admitted Sel- |

{

‘~m

One by one the other childien came |

| forward to greet this promistng new
! uncle whom the younger among them
| had never before seen and whom Dri-
na, the oldest, had forgoiten except as

| that fabded warrior of legendary ex- |

ploits whaose name and fame had be-
come cherished classics of thelr nurs-
{ er,.

“1 Infer,” observed Selwyn blandly, |

| “that your father and meother are not

. at home. Perhaps I'd better stop in |

| later”

“But you are going to stay here, |
| aren’t you?" exclaimed Drina in dis-

may. "Don’t you expect to tell us sto-
rfes? Don't you expect to stay hevre

“Hi, forrard!™

. and Nve with us and put on your uni-
form for us and show us your swonds
and pistols? Don’t you?”

“We have waited such a very long
time for you to do this,” added Biily.

| “If you'll come up to the nursery |

we’ll have a drag hunt for you,” plead-
ed Drina. “Everybody is out of the
house, and we can make as much
noise as we please! Will you?
“Haven't you any governesses or
nurses or something?’ asked Selwyn,
finding himself already on the stair-
way and still being dragged upward,
“Our governess is away,” said Billy
triumphantly, “and our nurses cen do
nothing with us.”
“I don’t doubt it,” murmured Sel-
wyn, “but where are they?”
“Somebody must have locked them
in the schoolroom,” observed Billy
carelessly. ‘“Come on, Uncle Philip.
We’ll have a first class drag hunt be-
fore we unlock the schoolroom and let
them out.”
|  Before Selwyn understood precisely
| what was happening he found him-
| self the ecenter of a circle of madly
| racing children and dogs.
!  When there was no more breath left
| in the children and when the dogs lay

| about, grinning and loiling, Drina ap- |

| proached him, bland and disheveled.

| “That eircus,” she explained, “was |

| for your entertailnment. Now will you
| please do something for ours?”

“What am I to tell you abeut—our
| missionaries in Sulu?” said Selwyn.

“In the first place,” began Drina,

|

) *“you are to lie down flat on the floor
;and creep about and show us how the
| Moros wriggle through the grasa to
| bolo our sentinels.”

! “l don’t want to get down on the
Iﬂoor." bhe sald feebly. “Is it neces-
sary ?’

But they had discovered that he
could be bullled, and they bhad it
their own way, and presently Selwyn
lay prone upon the nursery floor im-

whom he was stalking.

And it was while all were passion-
ately intent upon the pleasing and
snakellke progress of their uncle that
a young girl in furs, ascending the
stairs two at a time, peeped perfunc-
torily into the nursery as she passed
the hallway and halted amazed. !

Seiwyn, sitting up rumpled and cross
legged on the floor, after having bo-
loed Drina to everybody’s exquisite

Wpersonating a ladrone while pleasant
shivers chased themselves over Drina, |

~atisfaction, looked arougd at the sud- |

“Who is Eileen®

“Elleen? Why—don't you know whie
Elleen is?”

“No, I don’t,” began Captain Selwyn,
| when a delighted shout from the chile
dren swung him toward the doos
again. His sister, Mrs. Gerard, stood
there in carriage gown and sables, T~
diant with surprise.

“Phil! You! Exactly like you, Phil
ip, to come strolling ifi from the antip-
oles—dear fellow!” recovering from
the fraternal embrace and holding
both lapels of his coat in her gloved
hands. A *“Six years!” she said again
and again, tenderly reproachful. “Ale
exandrine was a baby of six— Drinas,
child, do you remember my brother—
do you remember your Uncle Philip?
She doesn*t remember. You can’t ex-
pect her to recollect. She is only
| twelve, Phil*—

“I remember one thing,” observed
| Deina serenely.

Brother and sister turned toward her
in pride and delight, and the child
went on: “My Aunt Alixe; I remember
her. She was so pretty,” concluded .
Drina, nodding thoughtfully in the ef-
fort to remember more. “Uncle Phile
ip, where is she now?”
| But her uncle seemed to have los$

his voice as well as his color, and Mrs,
| Gerard’s gloved fingers tightened om

the lapels of his coat.

“l never dreamed,” she began—*“the
| child has never spoken of—of her
from that time to this! I never dreame
ed she could remember”—
| *“I don't understand what you are
talking about, mother,” said Drina,
| but her pretty mother caught her by,
| the shoulders, striving to speak light-
ly. *“Where in the world is Bridget,
child? Where is Katie? And what is
all this I hear from Dawson? It ean’t
| be possible that you have been fox
bunting all over the house again}
Your nurses know perfectly well that
you are not to hunt anywhere except
in your own nursery. Such a house-
hold, Phil! Everybody incompetent,
including me; everything topsy turvy,
and all five dogs perfectly possessed to
lie on that pink rug in the music room.
Have they been there today, Drina,
while you were practicing?”

“Yes, and there are some new spots,
mother. I'm very sorry.”

“Take the children away!"” said Mrs.
Gerard $o the nurses. She bent over,
kissing each culprit as the file passed
out. “What do you think of them?
You never before saw the three young-
est.t You saw Drina when you went
east, and Billy was a few months old.
What do you thing of them? Honestly,
Phil.”

“All to the good, Ninette; very orna-
mental. Drina and that Josephine
kid are real beauties. I—er—take to
Billy tremendously. He told me that
he’d locked up his nurses. 1 ought te
have interfered. It was really my
fault, you see.”

“And you didn't make him let them
| out? You are not going to be very
good morally for my young. Tell me,’
| Phil, have you seen Austin?’

“T went to the trust company, but
he was attending a directors’ confab.
How is he? He's prosperous anyhow,
I observe,” with a humorous glance
around the elaborate hallway which
they were traversing.

*Don’t dare laugh at us!™ smiled his
sister. I wish we were back in Tenth
street. But so many children came-—
Bllly, Josephine, Winthrop and Ting—
and the Tenth street house wasn’t half
big enough, and a dreadful speculs~
| tive builder built this house and per
suaded Austin to buy It. You're going
to stay here?”’

“No; I'm at the Holland.” 3

“Of course you're to live with us
| You’ve resigned from the service,
! haven't you?* e

He looked at her sharply, but did no8 -

| A curious flash of teiepathy passed
| between them. She hesitated; then:

-~ -

? “You ence promised Aulthuulh
' that you would stay with us.”
“Euxi Niga”—

{

!

i (To be continued.)




